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			“…There is a lot of debate about what whistleblowers are, and what they are not. I believe whistleblowers are patriots and heroes. A lot of them don’t ever intend to blow the whistle. They don’t ignore the law, or set out to make a lot of money or become famous. The vast majority will never be publicly known….Whistleblowers are harassed, fired, and blacklisted. Their careers, relationships, and health can all suffer as a result. However, their retaliators often go unpunished….”

			—US Senator Chuck Grassley, Chairman, Senate Judiciary Committee at a Whistleblower Appreciation Day Luncheon, July 27, 2017





Prologue: Letter to a Whistleblower

			I never wanted to be anything but a policeman. I was a court officer in my teens, a patrol officer at twenty, an FBI agent at thirty, and eventually an investigator for the Connecticut Chief State’s Attorney’s Office. I loved my work, and I was an honest cop. I caught a lot of bad guys along the way, and I like to think that I did some good in this world.

			Police work is largely—especially at the advanced levels—all about paperwork: every official action must be documented, evidence must be tagged, statements taken, and papers meticulously prepared for presentation to the court where they must be attested to under oath. For every four hours of investigation, you’ll spend an equal number of hours documenting your efforts. Anything you say under oath had better be accurate and truthful. All a police officer has is his or her word and reputation; therefore, he or she must always tell the truth or else the whole justice system implodes.

			Being a good cop is not all it takes to have a successful career in law enforcement. There is also the critical science of office politics (which is never taught at any police academy). Superiors must be managed as carefully as subordinates, sometimes more so. Bosses need to look good to their superiors, and if you make them look bad, you will suffer. Punishment can take many forms: being reassigned, harassed, ignored, transferred, passed over for promotion, and so on. Careful etiquette must be maintained when working with other agencies. There is a lot of pressure inside the thin blue line to be a regular guy; you go along to get along. The worst thing that can happen to an honest cop is when being a good cop butts up against the pressure of being a team player.

			The sad reality is one must constantly navigate the constantly changing tides and currents of department politics. There is no escaping it. It was not something I was prepared for, and apparently I never got good at it either. During the course of your career, there are certain personality types you will regularly deal with. Everyone usually falls—at least in part—into one of these categories, often more than one. Over time, people may start as one character, then meld into another. Age, experience, and circumstances may move an individual through several of these personality types during the course of his or her career. Here are some of the more common types you will likely encounter:

			The Poser:

			The person who tries to portray an image and pretends to be someone they are not, and can be quite comical when taken to an extreme. One will usually see through this character over time. This is often the loudmouth who tries to come off as a tough guy, or the dimwit who tries to come across as an intellectual. This will often create friction once coworkers see through the charade.

			The Cowboy:

			A close cousin of the Poser, this is the person who epitomizes the adage “the ends justify the means.” They believe whatever action they take is for the greater good, so no corner is too big to cut when necessary. Oftentimes this person leads a charmed life and is looked upon favorably by the management, as they are the big-play makers, the person who can get things done, the “go-to” guy (it is almost always a male). They eventually crash and burn, at which point the Cowboy is abandoned and everyone agrees—after the fact—that it was only a matter of time.

			The Boy Scout:

			Almost always an idealist and an optimist, but naive and not a realist. Has a false sense that everyone plays fair and should think and act like they do, and is surprised and disappointed when others don’t. They are usually well suited for internal affairs (an assignment also attractive to the Careerist and the Specialist), as they eventually become comfortable in the role of the outsider. Will almost always clash with the Cowboy, as they are at opposite ends of the ethical spectrum.

			The Job-Jumper:

			This is the professional “dabbler,” the one who looks at their career as a checker board, constantly plotting moves and jumps. This person usually does so for one of two reasons: they are easily bored, or because the grass is always greener. As soon as they get to their new assignment, they are planning their next move. This is not to be confused with the next person…

			The Careerist:

			This person moves around as often as the Job-Jumper, but their moves are made solely to advance their career and have little to do with whether they like their work or are any good at it. While the Job-Jumper plays checkers, the Careerist plays chess. As they constantly look to polish their résumé, they try to anticipate what role or assignment will put them in the best position to move up the career ladder. These are the ones with their ears to the ground, have keen survival instincts, and maintain an extensive network of contacts.

			The Specialist:

			Almost the polar opposite of the Careerist, this person finds their niche and becomes a barnacle in the system. Oftentimes they are considered an expert in their field, finding something they enjoy and/or are good at. This person can be a valuable asset to a department but is often resistant to any type of change. May sometimes be confused with the next one…

			The Time Killer:

			This is the person who has decided they have found a “gig”—a cushy assignment that no one else really wants—and are content to ride out their remaining time there. We see this oftentimes in “non-police” police jobs, like scheduling, evidence rooms, dispatch, training, asset forfeiture, crime prevention, media spokesperson, and the like. Sometimes they are on “light duty” due to physical restrictions, typically marking time until retirement.

			The Worker Bee:

			The person who shows up every day, keeps their head down, and does their job. They are the grinders, the ones who seldom complain and will do what is asked of them. They tend to be the backbone of the organization, the ones who are easy to overlook but are actually essential to the success of the department.

			The Pretender:

			Can oftentimes be confused with the Worker Bee, but this breed just pretends to work rather than actually work. Considered passive-aggressive, they are well known for bad attitudes and being very familiar with union rules and grievance procedures. This allows them to keep their jobs without necessarily doing their jobs. Often leads the pack in overtime and private duty assignments.

			The Nepotist:

			As the definition does not limit itself to family members—but also includes friends—this is pervasive in every company and organization, and does not exclude law enforcement agencies. While it is easily identified among familial members, it becomes murky when applied to cronies and the well-connected. This is a morale killer within agencies, creating hard feelings and pervasive mistrust of the promotional process within the rank-and-file. I have witnessed countless examples of this in every department and agency I have ever worked, as I’m sure anyone reading this can attest. In my last employment, every single time there was a promotional interview, I could predict with 100 percent accuracy who was going to receive the position.

			Like others, I probably transitioned through various categories during my career, but the predominant one was likely the Boy Scout. I chose to be an honest cop. I blew the whistle on colleagues who were telling lies under my name and the names of my subordinates. As a result, I saw my career blighted, my reputation tarnished.

			Everything you read here is true to the best of my recollection and research. When I wrote this book, I was aided by my handwritten notes that were taken contemporaneously with the conversation. Dialogue and conversations are based upon newspaper articles, memos, personal notes, depositions, and court transcripts. If I come across as bitter at times during this account, it is because I still am. If you are like me, you may believe your honesty will be fairly received, only to learn you are now the problem. It did not go the way I expected. Not by a long shot.

			Mine is a cautionary tale for anyone who is considering confronting authority because of concerns about wrongdoing, unethical behavior, illegal activity, or corruption. Think long and hard about what you are prepared to do, and make sure you are doing the right thing for the right reason. If you are discovered doing the wrong thing for the right reason, you will be scapegoated; if you do the right thing for the wrong reason, you will be vilified for ulterior motives.

			The role of a whistleblower is not for the faint of heart or spirit. If you decide to embark on that path, your career and your life will never be the same. Regardless of the outcome, prepare yourself for the reality there will be no winner; one side is just going to lose worse than the other.

			Document, corroborate, and have irrefutable proof. When possible, have witnesses. But don’t be surprised if people have poor—or worse—“evolving” memories that differ from yours. I witnessed career prosecutors take the witness stand and perjure themselves in an effort to protect themselves and their cohorts.

			You will be damned regardless of your choices. For example, when I discovered the first falsified affidavit, I dithered in deciding what to do and opted for a “wait and see” approach; for this, I was criticized for not immediately reporting the matter. Of course, had I called someone out on it as soon as it happened, I would have been rebuked for overreacting and being a “Boy Scout.” Likewise, when I began to suffer symptoms of depression, I did not seek professional help. Had I done so, I would have been deemed unpromotable and not credible due to my instability. By not seeking professional help, the toll it took on me was minimized in court by the defense, that I had not suffered enough to be considered worthy of compassion or compensation.

			At the start of my career, I enjoyed an unimpeachable reputation and spotless work record. I was the previously described “Boy Scout.” After I blew the whistle, my work habits were questioned, my time and attendance scrutinized, my personal life analyzed, all in hopes of putting me on the defensive and silencing my voice. Fortunately, I had no skeletons in my closet. If you have any, rest assured they will be found, dragged out, and put on public display.

			I am sometimes asked if I could have handled things differently. Being the person I am, I don’t see how I could. In life you play the hand you are dealt and make decisions based upon the facts you have available. I refused to compromise my conduct or countenance the unethical behavior of others. Yes, there were negative consequences, not only for me but for others—both good guys and bad guys. When I look back, I don’t regret my actions, but I do lament the consequences of the reactions to my actions. While sometimes brutally blunt, what is written is heartfelt and accurate. And that is the beauty of the truth: it was true thirty years ago, is still true, and will be thirty years from now.

			Despite my tumultuous career, I have never regretted my decision to become a police officer and still believe there is no nobler profession. The majority of people I met in law enforcement were honorable and decent; most of them I trusted with my life. I have nothing but respect for my brother and sister officers who risk their lives daily to keep our communities safe and our country secure.
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			Chapter 1

			I sat on the floor and thumbed through the well-worn sheaf of FBI “Most Wanted” flyers. Staring back at me out of the black and white mug shots were fugitives from various states, wanted for a variety of crimes. The identical offense of Unlawful Flight To Avoid Prosecution was printed in extra-bold font across the top. I would stare at the faces, my lips sounding out the words as I read the physical descriptions. Scars, marks, tattoos. Dyed hair, prescription glasses, false or missing teeth. Gunshot scars, missing fingers, medical conditions. Habits, addictions, weapons. The more bizarre, the more fascinating I found it. What the brief narrative lacked in detail, I made up for with my imagination. When there was mention of a former address, I would adjust my goose-neck lamp and aim it at my map of the United States, just to see if it was anywhere near my house.

			I got the wanted flyers from my father, who worked at the post office. Sometimes I would borrow my grandfather’s magnifying glass to more closely examine the menacing faces. I scrutinized the black inked fingerprints, not quite sure what I was looking for but certain that the images were included for a reason. I would run a black marker over one of my fingertips and quickly roll it onto a white index card while the pungent ink was still moist. I would study my print, comparing it to the fugitive’s, to see if we had anything in common.

			One fugitive had a blank square where his pinky finger should have been; all it said was “AMP,” which I learned in a footnote meant his little finger had been “amputated at the first joint.” Now that was something to ponder. Had he been teasing a dog or got it caught in a window when trying to steal a cooling pie? Maybe it got blasted off in a shootout. For sure it would make him that much easier to spot if I ran across him. It turned out my dad was only bringing home the flyers of fugitives who had been apprehended or were verifiably dead, which mathematically lowered my chance of a successful identification from one in a million to none in a million.

			Nevertheless, I always felt I was destined to be a “G-Man,” a government man, which was old-time slang for an agent. FBI. Federal Bureau of Investigation. Fidelity, Bravery, Integrity. Once I had decided upon my career path, it was only a matter of waiting until I was old enough to become one.

			I remember my dad rushing home one day with a large RadioShack radio that he claimed would let us listen in on police calls. Fascinated, I watched him turn the dials until we were listening to the New Haven Police Department radio dispatches. Eventually, he was able to obtain a copy of the radio signal codes. Whenever he was home, the scanner would be on in the background, allowing us to eavesdrop on all the radio transmissions. This first wet my whistle for police work.

			As I got older, I started watching some police TV shows, first Adam-12, then later Kojak. While I was always entertained by the wisecracking, lollipop-chewing detective Kojak (played by Telly Savalas), I always identified with the straitlaced, clean cut Adam-12 police officers (Martin Milner and Kent McCord). Years later in high school, I became fascinated with the movie Serpico, whose eponymous lead character was portrayed by Al Pacino. I even bought and devoured the hardcover book authored by Peter Maas. Little did I realize the significance of this in 1973.
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New Haven in the 1960s was like most East Coast cities. Our neighborhood was primarily Irish, Italian, and Jewish, tough but lily-white. As time went on, though, what we called the “colored” neighborhoods expanded, melding into the white neighborhoods. Those who could afford to retreated to the suburbs. When I was born in 1956, my family lived in a multiunit, three-story apartment building. When everyone began moving, so did we, sort of. We relocated but only one block south, to the third-floor converted attic of my grandfather’s house. I lived in that cramped, dormered, sweltering attic apartment until I was twenty-four.

			I was a scrawny kid—a “skinny balink” as my Italian aunts put it. I was small and afraid of bullies. I’ve always hated bullies. I did whatever I could to avoid the last resort: having to fight them. You knew you would lose and it would hurt. It was considered a rite of passage. I was small, so I made it a habit to avoid the known bullies whenever possible. I tried to blend in, get along, and keep a low profile. But even the best chameleon eventually becomes a meal.

			One September afternoon after school, my friends and I were taking a shortcut through a parking lot that involved squeezing through a small gap in an old wood plank fence. I was the last one in the queue and in no particular hurry to crawl through. Once I did, I locked eyes with two African American teens who were sitting on the hood of a parked car next to the fence. They were strangers, as no black families were yet living in the area, with robust Afros and actual muscles. I immediately had a bad feeling, confirmed by the expressions of my classmates who quickened their pace. I was too slow.

			“Get over here!” one of them said.

			“Who, me?” I croaked. I looked plaintively at my buddies, Dave, Bobby, and Ronnie. They had slowed down to watch, but they were not coming back to help me.

			“Give me your money.”

			I turned my pockets inside out to show them they had chosen the kid whose dad worked in the post office. The bigger one grabbed my shirt in his left hand and cuffed me across the head with his right. The second blow was a glancing one, and if there was a third, I wasn’t there for it, as I spun on my PF Flyers and took off after my friends. On Dave’s front porch, I shouted at them through tears, demanding to know why they had left me. The three, equally ashamed, looked away and told me I was stupid to stand there and should have run right from the start.

			I didn’t know who to be angrier with: the toughs for hitting a scared twelve-year-old, my friends for leaving me to fend for myself, or me for not having the sense to run when I had the chance.
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			It was Sam K. who showed me the way. Most of my neighborhood friends commuted to Notre Dame High School in West Haven, trying to avoid the stress and turmoil of the chaotic inner-city public school system. As such, we were on the bus a lot. Sam was a year behind me. While not quite a genius, he was bookish by nature and wore those black plastic-framed glasses that never seemed to have been in fashion.

			This made him a ready target for John S., a notorious bully and troublemaker from East Haven. John was an imbecile in class, but on the bus he was a Mensa-level ball-breaker. He would sit behind Sam and flick his ears, muss his hair, poke him in the back, daring him to complain. Of course, no one would think of standing up for Sam, as this would be an invitation to become John’s next target. We would pretend not to notice and collectively hope the bus got all green lights to speed up our journey.

			Notre Dame had a dress code: jackets, ties, and dress shoes. To protect our shoes from inclement weather, some of us wore galoshes. It was a glum, rainy afternoon, and John was trying to pluck Sam’s Totes off his shoes, scanning the crowd to make sure everyone was watching. He did not see what I could—that Sam was unbuckling his belt and removing it from his pants, methodically wrapping it around his fist, leaving about six inches of leather and the large Western-style buckle loose.

			Suddenly, crying and yelling at the same time, he stood and turned in the aisle and began flailing away at John, yelling about not being able to take it any longer. Sam hit him again and again, the belt buckle whistling down on the cowering John, who covered his greasy mop of hair with his hands and offered no resistance.

			We were stunned. No one tried to stop it, not even the driver. After a minute or less, Sam tired of his efforts and slumped in his seat, spent, ignoring his tormentor directly behind him. We held our breath to see how the final act would play out, but there was none. The show was over. John—all eyes fixed on him—backed off. To my amazement, he now shined up to Sam and told him he was only joking around, didn’t mean to get him mad, and said he liked him and was just playing. Then he looked around sheepishly, trying to laugh it off like it was no big deal.

			But it was a big deal, and it made a lasting impression on me. I learned that the biggest fear of every bully is real confrontation. I hated bullies and would never again back down from one. What Sam taught me that day was the sooner I could shift the odds in my favor, the easier life would be, especially in light of my chosen career. I needed to get big and strong, which I did through exercise and weight lifting. Then came training in martial arts. Soon I reached the point where confrontation was not something to avoid at all costs, but an opportunity to take a stand and make things right.

			This was a turning point in life. My dislike of bullies became personal but at a cost. It served me well in my chosen profession but later became a path to career suicide. I prepared myself for the expected criminal bullies but never anticipated that the bullies entrenched in law enforcement bureaucracies would eventually lead to my downfall.
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			My first week as a Special Deputy Sheriff at age eighteen. Photo taken in the hallway of our attic apartment.
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			Chapter 2

			In those days it was very rare to go to college to become a police officer. Luckily for me, one of the only three accredited four-year criminal justice programs in the entire country at that time was just down the street from my high school. I received a scholarship to the University of New Haven and commuted there while I lived at home with my parents, who were so proud when I graduated magna cum laude with a bachelor of science in criminal justice, law enforcement administration in 1978.

			While attending college, I was able to land a part-time job as a special deputy sheriff. In Connecticut, the sheriffs (now called judicial marshals) oversee courtroom security and prisoner transportation, and my assignment was at the state courthouse in downtown New Haven. It was a patronage job: my mom’s sister’s husband was a good friend of Henry Healey, chief deputy sheriff from 1958 until 1972, then high sheriff until his death in 1996. It was a quasi-law enforcement agency with little oversight or accountability. There was no academy, no formal training, no operations manual, no union—one simply served at the pleasure of the high sheriff. The work force consisted primarily of relatives or close associates of the high sheriff along with “the chosen ones” of political heavyweights.

			While the nepotism and cronyism were blatant and obvious within the sheriff’s department, they were more nuanced at higher levels. I witnessed the many versions of this throughout my law enforcement career at the local, state, and federal agencies. It happened during the hiring process, it happened during the promotional process, and it happened during the disciplinary process. It is universal, pervasive, and unfair—and inevitable. It is natural for people to want to see the persons they like do well, and these “rabbis”—as they are often called—will move mountains to see their favorites jump the line or be spared the rod.

			I was notified to report for my first day of work at the courthouse wearing a white short-sleeve dress shirt and black slacks, black shoes, black belt, and black clip-on tie (so prisoners could not try to strangle us or pull us through the cell bars with our own ties). After I completed some paperwork, I was told to purchase a badge and some shoulder patches from the high sheriff’s secretary. And that was it. No academy, no orientation, just on-the-job training from day one.

			Here I was, age eighteen, escorting murderers, rapists, robbers, pedophiles, and other assorted miscreants back and forth between their basement cells and the various courtrooms as the defendants attended their arraignments, proceedings, trial, conviction, sentencing, and appeals. Hepatitis? Tuberculosis? Blood-borne pathogens? We didn’t even wear gloves, never mind a mask. I was a college student on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and a special deputy sheriff on Tuesdays and Thursdays—and five days a week during summer vacation. I was living large, being paid twenty-five dollars per day—pre-taxes.

			But it was quite an education, getting paid to sit behind the defendant’s chair and watch a trial. I studied the witnesses, cops, criminals, and victims, making up my own mind about their credibility. Alibi witnesses, character witnesses, hostile witnesses, expert witnesses all came under my scrutiny. I was particularly interested in the sentencings. Would the convicted be apologetic, stoic, defiant? Would he continue to insist on his innocence? I made friends with the clerks, prosecutors, and judges; our long acquaintances were occasionally helpful as my own career later progressed. Again, nepotism at play.

			Each state’s attorney had a small staff of inspectors, who were often former Connecticut state troopers or retired city detectives. These men (no women at the time) were hired to assist in preparing cases for trial: finding witnesses, serving subpoenas, tracking evidence, taking statements, and writing reports. This looked like a great job: the pay was good, the hours regular, the work fairly safe. You got all the good police perks, such as state arrest powers, state police radios in an unmarked take-home car, authority to carry a firearm, and a twenty-year hazardous duty state pension. I made a mental note.
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			Having set my sights on a career in law enforcement at an early age, I had taken my preparation seriously. Though not a naturally gifted student, I made up for what I might have lacked in intelligence with effort and hard work. I hit the gym hard, because a professional police officer must also be an athlete. I went from a 160-pound college freshman to a 200-pound senior. I also began studying Tae Kwon Do at a local dojang. I enjoyed the mental and physical discipline of the art, along with the confidence it gave me. Once I obtained my brown belt—and the commensurate wrecked hands—I began looking for a martial art that did not emphasize punching and was more suited to police work. I discovered an Aikido school in New Haven and trained there until eventually earning my black belt after several years.

			While I was working as a special deputy sheriff, my former high school and college classmate, Tim Buckley, had been accepted as a supernumerary police officer in his hometown of Branford, a shoreline town with a disproportionate number of liquor stores, bars, discos, pubs, taverns, and nightclubs.1 To bolster the number of officers on its aging force—especially on weekend nights and holidays—Branford held a hiring drive. I figured the more police entrance exams I took, the better I would get at taking them, so I applied. The hiring process consisted of a written exam, physical agility test, medical screening, oral interviews before the police commission, and finally an acceptance letter. A dozen other young guys and I began taking evening classes in the basement of the police station; we were going to be weekend muscle.

			The pay was even worse than at the sheriff’s department. The night classes were on our own time, as were the mandatory one hundred hours of unpaid “ride-along” time. We had to buy our own uniforms and revolvers, but at least this time they threw in the shoulder patches and badge. After graduation, I worked full-time as a special deputy sheriff in court, and weekends as a supernumerary officer, or “super,” in Branford until I was hired as a “regular” in 1981.

			The courthouse was educational, but being a police officer was exhilarating.

			One hot Friday night in August, I went into the station for a “ride-along.” My field training officer—commonly referred to as an FTO—that night was a laid-back, mellow sort, content to cruise around aimlessly killing time until the end of his shift at midnight. Finally a call came in; multiple residents were reporting a dark, oversized pickup truck driving over sidewalks and across flowerbeds, knocking down mailboxes and tearing up lawns.

			We came around a corner, and at the far end of a long straightaway, we spotted the reflectors of a large vehicle driving without lights. My partner hit the gas and called in our location. We lost the pickup for a minute, then spotted it again, and began a lights-and-siren pursuit. We were gaining on the truck when we realized we were both barreling down a long straightaway that ended at a “T” intersection. Rather than turning left or right, the driver locked up his brakes in a cloud of acrid blue smoke, jumped a high curb, and drove up the steep side of a meadowed hill that led to a shopping plaza on Route One. Our car would never even make it over the berm, never mind climb the hill. As my partner radioed in the driver’s strategy, I leapt out of the car and began to chase the truck. My FTO was yelling at me to get back in the car, but I was committed. The chase was on.

			The oversized tires were tearing up huge patches of tall grass, and I was catching the brunt of it: first tire smoke and thick dust, and then as I got closer, clods of two-foot-long grass. As the incline grew steeper, I was on my hands and feet, grabbing fistfuls of grass and pumping my legs in an attempt to gain ground. The truck began to slow as it got closer to the top; the tires were spinning on the matted-down hay, the rear end swinging wide, first one way, then the other. I veered over to the driver’s side as I began to close.

			At first, I was concerned the driver might spot me in his side view mirror. As I got closer, I was more afraid that the struggling truck would either swing out sideways and hit me, or the driver would abandon his plan and unintentionally back over me. Just as the truck was inching close to the crest, I was able to pull myself alongside the pickup, groping through the blinding smoke and choking dust to feel for a handhold. I realized just then that the driver had his window open, so I reached in and grabbed for his long hair.

			I’m sure he never expected a hand to reach through his window at that point in the chase, and it caught him by surprise. I grabbed a second handful and yanked his head through the window, yelling at him to put the truck in park and turn it off. Fortunately he did. I was happy to make the pinch but enjoyed more the fact that the story made the rounds in the station house, bringing me some temporary recognition.
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			Six of us were eventually hired as full-time patrolmen. Sixteen weeks at the municipal police academy and Officer Gregory Dillon was dispatched to a complaint of a street robbery—unusual in our town—right on the main drag of Route One.

			It was January 31, 1982. The tearful victim, barely a teenager, had been relieved of his large “boom box” by a pair of older kids. The robbers drove past him, parked, returned on foot, and forcibly relieved him of his portable stereo system. The victim provided a decent description of the young men and their car, noting a loud muffler and a temporary license plate in the back window. Since it was the weekend, the detective division was off. I took the victim’s statement, put out a broadcast, then sent a teletype to surrounding departments.

			I didn’t leave it there. Even though the nearby pool hall/pinball joint was just outside my usual sector, I made it a point to cruise the parking lot there every night. The victim had been in there just before the robbery, and it wasn’t far from the intersection where he’d been ambushed. I figured that is where they first noticed him and his boom box.

			Several weeks later, I saw a junker with a temporary plate in the back window parked in the pool hall lot. I notified the dispatcher I would be out of service on a surveillance, then parked across the street in a darkened used car lot and waited. When a trio of young males came out, entered it and started it up, I could hear the defective muffler from across the street. I requested backup and stopped the car. Soon the street was full of flashing lights. The driver resembled the description, but now I had to scramble. I raced back to the station to telephone the victim—who fortunately was at home—picked him up, then drove him back to the scene where he made a positive ID. Upon arrest, the driver soon confessed and named his accomplice. Both were arrested for robbery, conspiracy to commit robbery, larceny, and conspiracy to commit larceny.

			Soon after—much to my surprise—the driver was sentenced to prison, despite being a teen himself. I was gratified to receive the appreciation of the victim and his parents, and their gratitude translated into an article in the local newspaper and my second medal of commendation. That medal only fueled my ambition to aggressively investigate whatever crime came my way. This was one of the advantages of working in a town and not a city. I got to investigate crimes as a uniformed officer that would have been kicked upstairs to the detectives in a larger department like New Haven.

			I enjoyed most aspects of patrol work, except for motor vehicle accidents and domestic violence calls. Somebody, if not everybody, was either injured, angry, or upset, and the documentation was time-consuming. I wanted to get back on patrol and find my own work, even if it was only scoping out bar parking lots for drug deals, fights, or drunks trying to navigate their way home.

			From day one I was intolerant of big mouths, bullies, or those who disrespected the law. The jerk handcuffed in the back seat threatening to do all kinds of bodily harm if only he wasn’t restrained always changed his tune down at the station. I would lock up my gun belt and begin the processing: mugshots and five sets of fingerprint cards, reminding my guest he was not handcuffed, and so we were now both unarmed and evenly matched. Few took me up on the offer. They knew, and they knew that I knew, that without an audience of friends and civilian witnesses, they were blustery cowards, as almost all bullies are. That theory would be repeatedly tested and proven over the course of my career.
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			Our department in Branford was relatively small at the time, about forty officers and twenty “supers.” The chief and his number two (who later succeeded him) were retired, high-ranking veterans of the New Haven Police Department, and their policies and procedures elevated our standards beyond that of a suburban department. But it was still a small department in a small town, blending the familiarity of a large, dysfunctional family with the impersonality of a bureaucracy. You’d get a medal of commendation and a congratulatory letter from the police commission, but it would be crammed into your mail slot along with the usual assortment of paperwork. Not much pomp and circumstance, but I was proud of the added medals displayed above my badge.

			Night time is crime time, and that was the shift the young guys worked. We had a great group; there was a synergistic energy when we would leave roll call and head out for the night. A few of us with high monthly activity and a reputation for being proactive would occasionally get to dress down and roam in an unmarked car. I don’t know how “undercover” it was driving around in a four-door gold Plymouth Gran Fury with blackwall tires, but we made it work.

			By 1984 I had already applied to the FBI, as well as my coworkers Tom Fregeau and Tim Buckley. We went through a protracted battery of tests. Tommy was the first one selected and was leaving for the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia, that summer. Tommy and I were often partnered, sometimes in uniform and sometimes in plain clothes. He was more cerebral, the only guy on the job with a law degree. He was “deliberate,” which some detractors viewed as “indecisive.” I was more street savvy, more physically imposing at 225 pounds, and perhaps a bit more “spontaneous,” which some detractors viewed as “impulsive.” The combination worked; we were always busy, worked well together, and shared a lot of laughs and a lot of arrests.

			It was the end of the summer of 1985. Tommy was already at the FBI Academy, and I was working solo in plain clothes, driving the unmarked Fury. It was quieter than usual and was starting to feel like autumn. One of our new patrol officers radioed he was attempting to stop a motorcycle for motor vehicle violations. No one likes chasing motorcycles. Bikes are fast and nimble, and there is an increased likelihood of a violent ending. The officer soon called off the chase, but he’d gotten a good look at the guy’s bike and black leather jacket.

			Minutes later, another car radioed to confirm the description, reporting the bike was now ignoring his attempts to stop him. Other patrol cars spotted the same biker at different intersections. At one point during the on again/off again chase, the motorcyclist drove down a one-way street the wrong way, then blasted through an empty parking lot to elude. Brazenly, he would wait at an intersection until an officer caught up, give “the one-finger salute,” then take off, only to repeat the taunt at the next corner.

			I don’t have anything against motorcycle enthusiasts, but I have never cared for “outlaw” bikers or their asshole second cousins, the outlaw wannabes.2 In an attempt to distinguish themselves from the public, they tend to fall into one of two categories: the black-leather clad, obese, tattooed nitwit, or the black-leather clad, emaciated, tattooed nitwit. While the Harley is the gold standard, it is also slower and cumbersome. This was a young guy on a fast Japanese bike. As my gold Plymouth had “wig-wag” headlights, a dashboard strobe, and a siren, I joined the chase.

			Eventually our daredevil sped down Route One and cut down a long side street that fed into the town center. My strategy was to parallel the chase, not content to simply play the caboose on this runaway train. A patrol car had the same idea as we merged at an intersection: the marked unit pulled into the right lane, and I squeezed in just to his left. Seconds later, the bike crested the hill and sped toward us, his single headlamp leading the blue strobes behind him. Even though I had left several feet of space between my car and the parked cars to my left, the flashing lights must have ruined his night vision. In disbelief, I watched him accelerate toward my car, then slam his machine, along with his left leg, into the Gran Fury’s grill. He continued on without his ’82 Kawasaki about another twenty feet, eventually coming to rest sitting upright in the road, trying to figure out what happened to his leg.

			My car had been struck so hard my door wouldn’t open, so I slid across the bench seat and got out the passenger side. As I approached, he sat upright in the street with several beer cans fizzing in angry circles on the ground around him, steam rising from his mangled thigh. I was on my portable shouting for medical while he wailed and moaned. I told him to quit looking at it, and he eventually fell back on the pavement, staring up into the night sky. His wailing went on until it was mercifully drowned out by the Fire and Rescue sirens.

			By the time the ambulance arrived, I was starting to feel the effects of the impact. They immediately laid me on a backboard with a cervical collar, while Evel Knievel and his leg were put on a stretcher. We were loaded into the same ambulance for the race to the Yale New Haven ER. It was awkward to say the least, made worse by the fact that the two attendants were giving me more attention than the soon-to-be amputee. Apparently they had been listening to the police scanner at the firehouse, and they told him, “You got just what you deserved.…”

			I was released from the hospital at dawn with a foam cervical collar and a prescription for muscle relaxers and painkillers. When I got home, I sat on the edge of my bed and cried. I had seen dead and maimed bodies before but none as a result of my actions. I went back and forth over it, how I should not have crowded his traffic lane, it was only a traffic violation, but he instigated and encouraged the pursuit.

			Then the telephone rang; it was the New Haven FBI Office. “Good news, Greg! Someone who was supposed to start the new agents class had to drop out, so we can get you into the next class—in two weeks!” I was stunned. “Can I get back to you?” was not what the special agent was expecting to hear.

			“Greg, this is a fantastic opportunity! Who knows if there will even be another New Agents’ class this year?” I told him I just needed a few minutes, as I had had a very long, difficult night and needed to sort out my thoughts. After a close friend from work urged me to go for it, I called back and accepted.
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			My last week of work as a Branford police officer at age twenty-eight.
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			Chapter 3

			The FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia, occupies 547 acres of a one hundred-square-mile property established by the United States Marine Corps in 1917. It is forty miles south of Washington, DC—and 350 miles from Branford, Connecticut. I drove down with my former partner, Tommy Fregeau, who had begun classes just four weeks earlier.

			My anxiety grew as we got closer to Virginia. While I had completed the sixteen-week Connecticut municipal police academy just four years earlier—graduating first in my class—this would be different. At the state-run municipal police training academy in Meriden, I had been in a commuter class, due to the proximity of Branford to Meriden, plus a shortage of dorms. Now I would be living out-of-state, 24/7, from August until December (except for the times I would be able to fly home over a couple of three-day weekends). And instead of being in a mixed class of high school and college graduates, I would now be in a class of competitive, ambitious college grads composed of lawyers, accountants, scientists, ex-military studs, and top cops. I knew I needed to bring my “A” game.

			Each new agents’ class is given a numerical designation, determined by the calendar year and the sequence of one’s class during that year. As mine was the twelfth class of 1985, I was a member of “class 85-12.” In the course of the seven-hour drive, I peppered my former partner with questions. Tommy explained how new agents roomed in groups of four, assigned by gender and alphabetically. Living with roommates was going to be a first for me. Tommy drove me around the complex pointing out the various firearms ranges, obstacle courses, and running trails.

			Then we checked in and went to see my room. It looked like a college dorm room furnished by the Holiday Inn: single beds, small matching desks, and a single open-faced wardrobe divided in half. At the back of the room, a door opened into the shared bathroom, which led into an identically furnished room. I was the first to arrive, and I quickly unpacked and organized my things, then went out for a run hoping to dispel my anxiousness.

			I came back and jumped in the common shower. As I didn’t yet know how we were supposed to handle laundry, I opted to hand-wash my running shorts, socks, T-shirt, and jockstrap, which I hung on a hook in the bathroom.

			Meeting my roommates gave me my first indication the FBI might not be the all-star team I was expecting. My roomie Dave was a nondescript guy from Florida who introduced himself as a former assistant high school football coach and driving instructor. Unless he was being overly modest, that was it. I had been under the impression my new agents class would be a mix of overachievers, the best of the best from across the country. My opinion evolved further when our two suite mates popped in through our bathroom door, introducing themselves as Mark from New York and Leo from “The Citadel,” as if it were a city and not a military college.

			Mark, short and stocky, with thinning brown hair and a fighter’s nose, had been a professional boxer and an FBI clerk in the Albany Division, a good way to get a leg up into the new agent selection process. Leo was from the Citadel, big and tall, with wavy blond hair, a weak chin, a weaker moustache, and attitude to spare. He walked through our room uninvited as if conducting an official inspection. He picked up a pencil off my desk, examined it, and asked, “Whose desk is this?” I raised my hand like a student, acknowledged it was mine, and he stated to no one in particular: “Looks like we have a geek here.” Dave and I looked at each other in confusion. Leo announced that as all of the pencils were sharpened and lined up together, it was “the sure sign of a geek,” as if he had solved his first crime. Returning the pencil—out of place, of course—he strode out of the room.

			Within minutes, Leo was back with my jockstrap at the end of another pencil, demanding to know whose jock it was. I sheepishly raised my hand again. In dramatic flair, he dropped it onto my bed, announcing he had first sprayed it with Lysol as a precaution. The antiseptic smell filling the room confirmed this. He then returned to his room.

			Immediately Mark came in and apologized for his roommate’s behavior. I grilled Mark, quietly asking him if he thought this could be some type of early test, meaning was Leo a plant that was being used to assess our reactions? Mark said he didn’t think so, as he had never heard of something like this being done, plus Leo had two suitcases full of clothes, which he had already unpacked. That was enough for me. I knew I had to do something, something that would send a message, and that I had to do it right away. I asked Mark what color his toothbrush was and with a puzzled look he replied “red.”

			As soon as he left I picked up my jockstrap and headed for the bathroom to scrub away at it in the sink with Leo’s blue toothbrush. When I was finished, I went in and flipped the toothbrush onto the end of his bed. “Thanks for letting me use your toothbrush to scrub the Lysol out of my jock.”

			In seconds, Leo was back in our room. “That better be a joke—you better not be serious!”

			“Let’s just say if I were you, I’d buy a new toothbrush.”

			“I’m telling you right now…” and with that I jumped off my bed and squared off.

			“If you think you are going to break my balls over the next four months, you are wrong. You touch my shit one more time, and I will throw your ass right through that fucking window, do you understand me?”

			Leo returned to his room. There was no further drama that night or for the remaining 110 days.
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			New Agent Class 85-12 assembled in one large stadium seating–style classroom, everyone discreetly evaluating their new classmates as potential competitors or possible hookups.

			Quantico was a hybrid of a college campus, a police academy, and a corporate team-building retreat. I had three advantages: fitness, firearms proficiency, and a solid legal background. As these three areas made up the bulk of the curriculum, I did well and enjoyed my time there. Some of my peers found themselves in the remedial fitness classes, or on academic probation, or having to return time and again to requalify on the range. The most entertaining classes were held outdoors or in the gym, while the most tedious were those designed to teach us the hundreds of forms utilized by the Bureau, and the various ways to classify and disseminate them.

			It was a steep yet dull learning curve, but you had to know this stuff. The record of your actions in conducting a search, obtaining a confession, or making an arrest must stand up to legal scrutiny and not be subject to impeachment in a court of law. That said, there is a tendency to take these things too far, and it is a common complaint of the crime-fighting types in the Bureau that they are drowning in redundant paperwork. Later as an FBI agent, I often felt I was spending more time documenting what I did than actually doing what I did.

			A theme that was delicately touched upon in several classes was the notion of never embarrassing the Bureau. A senior instructor—who was a captivating speaker and always held our collective attention—likened the organization to “a family, but without a mother.” He explained while there was a strong bond within the agency, the administration could be quite unforgiving and the discipline harsh, especially if the conduct in question cast “our” agency in a bad light.

			I misunderstood this warning; I got the part that you should never do—or fail to do—anything that would cause embarrassment to the Bureau. What I missed in the warning was what the Bureau was prepared to do to anyone who called attention to something that embarrassed the Bureau. The FBI had their own strictly enforced code of “omertà.”3

			After classes, most of us would adjourn to the Boardroom bar, where we would mingle with instructors or field agents who came through Quantico for specialized training. The veterans regaled us with tales of the more unusual antics or escapades of colleagues and the consequence of discipline that followed. Agents losing their “creds” (identification credentials), their firearm, or even their car.

			It was clear the Bureau had little tolerance for embarrassing behavior and would make quick examples of those who erred. A recurring theme was how agents entrusted with a take-home car would get “dinged” for the unauthorized use of same, resulting in “thirty days on the beach,” which sounded benign, until I learned it meant a thirty-day suspension without pay. Each story began differently but ended the same. Some hapless agent would be somewhere not on official business and would get into a fender bender or worse; sometimes the agent would wriggle out of it by sneaking the government car off to a repair shop, personally paying for the body work, then not reporting the accident, thereby dodging a disciplinary suspension. Oftentimes, however, an agent was less fortunate and learned how unforgiving FBIHQ could be for this violation. Losing a twelfth of your annual salary is a heavy hit, and there was no shortage of such stories.

			As graduation neared, we anxiously awaited our first-office assignments. At that time, the Bureau made a point of inconveniencing and disrupting the lives of their graduating agents, although I understand this changed drastically around 1990. When we first started the academy, we were asked to provide a “wish list” of three offices, with the understanding that nobody got an overseas posting, their “OO,” or any of the top twelve big city offices in the Bureau.4 Most people requested divisions relatively near home, unless they had hopes of living in a different part of the country.

			Based upon my research and conversations with the New Haven applicant coordinator, I learned the Bureau was constantly struggling to keep the New York office supplied with personnel. Due to the exorbitant cost of living in The Big Apple, and the fact that the New York Division was the largest office in the FBI (the second largest being the Washington Field Office), there was always turnover. Agents being transferred there often resigned rather than move. Due to the fact living in NY on an agent’s salary was nearly impossible—especially if one had a family—it was not unheard of to learn that some agents were carpooling in from Pennsylvania! My game plan was to graduate from Quantico, then be assigned to a small office somewhere in the continental US for a few years, then be transferred to the New York office. This would put me within a ninety-minute drive to family and friends in Connecticut. That was the plan anyway.

			It was said that FBIHQ kept a chimpanzee who threw darts at a map, and based upon the way we were scattered across the country, this theory actually made the most sense. Classmates from the East Coast ended up out west, those from the north were sent down south, and so on. The day of disappointment was a sadistic ritual that veterans turned out to watch with a schadenfreude I thought unseemly. As your name was called alphabetically, you had to leave your seat, walk to the podium at the front of the classroom, state your Office of Origin, and only then open your envelope and announce your posting. Some of the women fought back tears as they returned to their seats, and I am sure more than a few of the guys felt the same.

			I got Alexandria, Virginia, and breathed a sigh of relief. As I had taken up with a young lady I had met one weekend while barhopping with some classmates around Prince William County, I was happy. She had graduated from Georgetown, had a place in Alexandria, and worked at National Geographic in DC. I was relieved knowing I now knew one person in the area; that softened the blow.

			My classmate Charlie Price got New Haven. It was not lost on either of us that I had applied from New Haven and got Alexandria, and Charlie had applied from Alexandria and got New Haven. Why make two new agents happy, when you can make the same two new agents miserable? Our classmate Byron, a married schoolteacher from Chicago, received orders for Minneapolis, or as he loudly rephrased it outside the classroom, “Minnie-mutha-fuckin’-apolis, Minnie-mutha-fuckin’-sota! What the fuck do they need a black man up there for anyway?” I thought the instructors would reprimand him for his outburst, but not one instructor even made eye contact; they just quick-walked away. That evening there were longer-than-usual lines for the pair of telephone booths on the first floor. Even with the wood and glass doors closed, there was no mistaking the tone of the calls.
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			Receiving my FBI credentials at age twenty-nine from Assistant Director James D. McKenzie at graduation ceremony in Quantico, VA.
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